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Dear God, Lord of life and 
death This year is a sort of mile- 
stone for me on the road to You, 
a place at which I can look back 
over the crazy path I have trav- 
elled, and find courage for what- 
soever dangers wait ahead—and 
for the darkness in which, at 
last, I shall find You! 

During the last few months of 
the old year, and the first few 
weeks of this, I have been haunt- 
ed by the memory of an old fu- 
neral in Chicago, by the deaths of 
two of the women You gave me, 
and by the way You showed 
Your love for me in these two 
tragedies. 

1899 or 1900 

I was a boy of nine or ten, and 
I stood on the wooden sidewalk 
on the north side of Diversey 


aven-cello and Lawndale — 
though I am _ not sure 
of this — and _  not_ too 


far from where the Hot Corns 
used to play  semi-professional 
baseball. The funeral came jog- 
ging up from the west. 

I seem to remember the smell 
of the horses, and the peculiar 
odor of the old carriages, and the 
old harness. Sometimes I think I 
smell even the cedar blocks in 
the pavement, and the tar that 
covered them, and the thin layer 
of asphalt that had an aroma all 
its -own. Chicago was a city of 
smells in 1899 and 1900—includ- 
ing the smells that came from 
the stockyards and from its fa- 
mous rivulet, “Bubbly Creek.” 
(And from its City Hall) 

And there was the smell of 
dust and of taffy apples. I re- 
member there was a store some- 
where in’ that neighborhood 
where pans of taffy apples were 
displayed in the front windows. 
They were cheap, but I seldom 
had money enough to buy one. 
They remained, for a long time, 
only something to stare at, some- 
thing to sniff, and something to 
crave. 

I stood there, with a taffy 
apple in my hand, or maybe only 
in my mind, and waited until 
the funeral should pass. The 
carriages were not going fast, 
but it was bad luck to cross a 
street at such a time. A boy had 
to stand still and count the car- 
riages—and wonder what it was 
like to be dead, and what it was 
like to ride in one of those styl- 
ish vehicles all the way to the 
graveyard. 

We Had Nice Ditches 

I am not sure there were ditch- 
es in Diversey Avenue then, but 
perhaps there were. Chicago, in 
those days, provided many ditch- 
es for bare legged boys to wade 
in. (It was one way of keeping 
them off the streets). Not Phat 
this detail matters, Lord. But a 
man wonders about unimportant 
things. 





There were only four or five 
carriages behind the hearse. I 
was disappointed by this. How 
could I boast that I had seen a 
small funeral when my brother 
Jim, or some other pal, might tell 
of seeing one that had forty or 
tifty? And perhaps two carriages 
with nothing in them but flow- 
ers? But I had something to 
boast of after all. That was the 
bare-legged little girl who came 
running after the last carriage. 
Her face was dirty, and wet with 
tears. Her hair stuck out of her 
head like so much straw. Her 
arms moved like her legs, cease- 
lessly; and they were stretched 
out ahead of her. And she kept 
screaming for her mother. 


She was running as fast as she 
could, but she kept just behind 
that last carriage. Nobody stop- 
co to let her into a carriage. No- 

y seemed to hear her. Many 
times, Lord, through the sixty 
years that have passed, I have 
wondered if the people in those 
carriages didn’t want to hear her. 
They were punishing her, I think, 
refusing to let her go to her 
mother’s funeral. Perhaps she 
had sassed an aunt or two. May- 
be she had soiled the dress her 
grandma had picked out for her. 
I don’t know. 


Let The Dead Awake 
All I know is that she ran and 
screamed, and that I felt sorrier 
for her than I have felt for people 
I knew and loved. 

“Mamma, come back to me”, 
she screamed. “Mamma, come 
back to me! It is not true that 
you are dead! Come back to me! 
Come back to me! Come back to 
me! Oh, mamma, I love you so! 
Come back!” 

How relatives could be so 
heartless to a little girl I do not 
know; yet, in some families, Lord 
God of Mercy, everybody hates 
and distrusts each other, every- 
body tries to impose his will on 
everybody else. Thank you that 
mine are so different! 

It was a score or so years later 
that You took my first’ wife, 
Marie. And the baby she had 
conceived; And my little sister! 
I hated You, God; or I thought 
I did. I swore I would never for- 
give You. You the Almighty, me 
the half-grown worm! 

Yet I couldn’t fully hate You, 
because I remembered You had 
sent the priest to her. I didn’t 
know she was dying. Neither did 
her mother, a_ practical nurse. 
Nor did the registered nurse. No- 
body sent for the priest. But he 
came, carrying You in the Bles- 
sed Sacrament. And she died in 
Your peace, and in Your love. 

A Father Ryan 

I didn’t know the priest. I nev- 
er saw him before. I never saw 
him again. But my brother Mar- 
tin, one of Your Priests, met him 
some years later. His name was 
Ryan-Marie’s maiden name. He 
had been hearing confessions 
that afternoon in St. Viator’s 
church. The housekeeper went to 
him. There had been a sick call 
and he must go at once. But 
when he asked for the name of 
the woman who wanted him, and 
her address, she could tell him 
nothing. She had been so excit- 
ed by the urgency of the call, she 
explained, she hadn’t bothered to 
take name or address. 

“Instead of going back to the 
confessional and waiting until 
the call was repeated”, Father 
Ryan told my brother, “I put on 
my hat and started walking. I 
knew the Holy Ghost would guide 
me to the house where I was so 
terribly needed. I went directly 
to your brother Eddie’s house. He 
was there, outside. I asked him 
where the sick girl was. He mo- 
tioned me in. I gave his wife the 
last rites of the Church. She died 
a little later.” : 

It was another score or so of 
years, God, when you took Mil- 
dred from me. I did not hate You 
then. I even talked to You as we 
hunted through Beverly Hills for 
any sign of her, or for her body. 
You made her death easy for me 
— comparatively easy, that is, 
with that mysterious voice. 

Was It Your Voice? 

I was in the little shack in 
Benedict Canyon. I was exhaust- 
ed and I was near despair. We 
had searched all night, in vain. 
The sheriff's men were in the 
woods, on horses and on foot. 














(Continued on Page 4) 





THE POWER OF LOVE 


“Our hearts are restless until 
they rest in Thee”, says St. Au- 
gustine, speaking to God, and 
summarizing in one genius-like 
sentence man’s uneasy quest for 
perfection, fulfillment and hap- 
piness. In finding God man finds 
everything that his f 
sires. He is at peace. He rests in 
the joy of being possessed by and 
possessing the One Who is Love, 
Truth and Beauty. 

St. Augustine, Yes! But not so 
modern man. I mean, people of 
evident goodwill, who believe in 
God, who have dedicated them- 
selves to His service, who want to 
love Him. In many of us there 
remain large areas of unpeace, 
of unrest, of dissatisfaction. We 
share deeply in the cosmic anx- 
iety of our age, its shame, its 
guilt, its overwhelming fears. 
And yet the world needs our per- 
sonal peace, our love which can 
grow dynamically only in a 
heart at peace with God, with 
man, with itself. 

Many feel that they are wast- 
ing their lives, that their work 
is unimportant and their contri- 
bution to Christ’s redemptive act 
just about nil. Their motto seems 
to be the defeatist “I hope not to 
do too much harm before I die.” 


Little Things 








True enough, the vast majority | 


of us are called by God’s Will to 
do all through life little things, 
unimportant things; to get up in 
the morning, each morning, to 
another day of lifting, carrying, 
washing, cooking, cleaning, 
painting, hammering, teaching, 
nursing, repeating over and over 
again for years on end the same 
mechanical gestures. Our “eye is 
not clear” and we judge by the 
standards of worldly prudence. 
We feel unimportant perhaps be- 
cause we would like to be im- 
portant in the eyes of the world, 
we want to do something start- 
ling that will make others sit up 
and take notice, we want to be 
made to feel important. 

Many say: ‘‘My life is useless”, 
“T’m only a housewife”, “I’m just 
a farmer, or carpenter or factory- 
hand or clerk”; not realizing suf- 
ficiently that the Infinite God 
Himself was “just a carpenter”, 
that Our Lady was “only a house- 
wife’, that St. Joseph never did 
anything “startling” in a world- 
ly sense. 

How beneficial to look at the 
Holy Family of Nazareth on those 
days when dissatisfaction with 
the ordinariness of daily living 
takes hold of us. The three most 
important people ever to exist, 
all doing little things! Here per- 
fect worship was rendered to God, 
here redemption was begun, here 
every act was clothed with gran- 
deur because of love. Love incar- 
nate in the midst, divine grace in 
the soul, Caritas — that love 
which is from God—given, re- 
ceived from above and given back 
in perfection, each moment filled 
with its full measure of Faith. 
Trust and Love. To the brim. A 
perfect circle. A constant move- 
ment. A wild activity so intense 
that it passed unnoticed. Motion- 
less as a fast spinning wheel. 
“Direct the work of.our hands” 

All of us are called to repeat 
daily the most important actions 
ever performed, to use our hands 
as Christ and Mary and Joseph 
used them, gestures already in- 
finitely sanctified, made infinite- 
ly holy, precious, redemptive by 
the One Who made them in Gal- 
lilee thousands of years after He 
had decreed from all time that 
they should be the lot of man. 
Wisdom decreed them and Love 
accomplished them later, that we 
might touch and see what God 
considers important, what IS 
important and what is not. 

There are many ways of sweep- 
ing a floor or piling wood. A pa- 
gan way, an evil way, a mediocre 
way, a redemptive way. It all de- 
— on the intention, on the 

ove in the heart of the doer. 

At Fatima Our Lady told us 
to do penance and she s ed 
the penance: doing the little 


things well. With prayer, she ad-/r 


ded, this would save the world. 
Done with love they will set the 





world on fire. 


heart de-| 


What is Great? 

What is great? To do the Will 
of the Father irrespective of the 
form which it takes in various 
lives. In this there is joy, in this 
one finds the redemptive Cross, 
in this fulfillment, contribution 
and insurpassable greatness, the 
greatness of a beloved son of a 
loving Father. 

Such is the Power of Love, of 

‘little things done out of great 
love. 
So let us rejoice that our lives 
jare useful, valuable, redemptive, 
important. Let us rejoice that we 
are small and weak and unim- 
portant in the eyes of the world. 
Let us rejoice at our needs and 
our inability to fulfill them, for 
we have a Father Who takes 
|care of all the needs of His little 
ones. A Father who reveals His 
‘secrets to little children and to 
‘adults who have become as little 
children. A Father Who insists on 
jusing “the weak things of this 
world to confound the strong and 
the wise.” A Father like no other 
| father. 

A day spent in doing the little 
things with love is a day well 
spent. A person can go to bed 
in peace. The Father has been 
well served, well loved, and He is 
well pleased. 





\ 














| Combermere Diary 


Our Editor, Eddie Doherty, is on 
the road these days visiting Chi- 
cago, Alabama, and Texas. 

It seems that each year when 
we decide to have a nice skating 
rink on the little bay by St. 
Catherine’s Cabin, that our ef- 
forts are a signal to the weather 
to start snowing and blowing— 
so that we have to spend more 
time cleaning the rink than 
skating! ; 

Our winter Guest roster lists 
Fathers Bader and McGuire, 
Paulists, of Toronto; Father Bel- 
anger, O.P., of Montreal; Father 
Barrone of Pennsylvania; and 





Father Fred Miller, O.M.I., of 
Ottawa. 
Ronnie MacDonnel and Phil 


Knight took short courses at the 
Ontario Agricultural College at 
Guelph during the holidays. _— 

Six new Staff Worker Appli- 
cants were received on the Feast 
of the Epiphany, January the 
sixth. 

Father Paul Bechard returned 
after spending several weeks in 
the Yukon observing the work 
of a field house. 

Kathleen O’Herrin and Terry 
Richaud had their holidays this 
year in the winter time, and 
spent some time in New_ York 
City; while Alma Beauchamp 
headed for Edmonton, White- 
horse, and Portland, for her va- 
cation. 

We hope to finish up our own 
courses, come Easter — when a 
few more new Staff Workers will 
be joining our ranks. 

And we hope that your Lent 
will be most profitable, for God 
and your soul. (We especially like 
g the paper-covered ks 


of Father Pius Parsch during 
Lent—it makes it so much more 


meaningful.) 








TEXAS OPENS 
A SMALL CHURCH 


By Rev. T. Rowland 


The place was Saragosa, Texas. Saragosa is a small town of 
some 250 people, 8 miles from Balmorhea; or to give you a better 
known point of reference, 30 miles south of Pecos. 

The building was the old abandoned school hall, or at least 
it had been such, two weeks before. Now it was starting its life as 
the church of Our Lady of Guadalupe. 

Two weeks before on Sunday I had announced that we had 
been able to rent the building and that by Wednesday we would 
be ready to start working on the building and if I could possibly get 


some help from the people. 


Did I say Wednesday? It was) 


all I could do to keep them in 
church for the rest of Mass. Such 
activity you have never seen. Men 
were all over the place—clearing 
out the junk, repairing broken 
ceiling over the stage area, build- 
ing a sacristy, a massive stairway 
from the floor of the auditorium 
to the altar, etc., etc. . . . Every- 
where you looked men were work- 
ing ... and little boys. 

Elbow Grease! 

And women... before the men 
could even get started, they 
wanted to come and clean. Did 
you ever scrub 2000 square feet 
of wooden floor on your hands 
and knees? Five times, so as to 
remove all the dust and dirt of 
years of disuse? Scrape old paint 
off a hundred window panes with 
a razor blade? Scrub down dirty 
old walls in front of four en- 
thusiastic men with paint rol- 
lers? Hoe down an acre of weeds 
for parking space? 

And so here it was, the feast 
of Nuestra Senora and the old 
school hall had been changed. 
Well, not all the way yet; to an 
outsider walking in, it would 
still have seemed rough; but to 
people who hadn’t seen the place 
in two weeks, the change was 
unbelievable. It was only the first 
coat of paint because we still 
had to fix the roof and paint the 
ceiling, but the wall behind the 
altar was a brilliant Indian tur- 
quoise. The other walls were 
white. The white of the altar 
cloths and antependium, the 
gold of the candlesticks and cru- 
cifix, the reds and pinks of the 
roses on the altar stood out 
agains the striking blue-green 
wall behind. Only where was the 
picture? This could not be Her 
church without Her being there. 

People and Picture 

Then it was time for Mass, De- 
cember 12th, Her Fiesta. There 
were 200 people in church. That’s 
how many folding chairs we have 
and they were all filled. Coming 
out to the altar, I turned and 
looked down into that congrega- 
tion and picked out the men who 
had worked so hard and called 
them up to the altar: Tommy, 
Marcos, Robert, Luis, Reyes, Gus, 
and several more. Behind the 
altar, hidden' from view, stood 
a full sized picture of Our Lad 
of Guadalupe, specially purchas- 
ed and framed for this occasion. 
Tommy, the leader of the working 
crew, picked up the picture and 
stood faciug e people, the 
other men standing beside him. 

All of a sudden I was trans- 
ported back some 400 years. This 
is how it must have been in 1531. 
Here stood this Tomas, a good 
man, trying to do whatever he 
could to help his family, a man 
who borrowed his bosses’ bull- 
dozer with which to clean the 
scrub brush and junk off the 
school grounds so the children 
would have a place to play, a 
man good enough to drive a 
several thousand dollar cotton 
picking machine but worth only 
50e an hour in pay, this man 
wanting to learn more about 
God, who had already asked 


he was to that other good man 
to whom the Virgin had 2 - 
ed. And here he stood in 
front of his sturdy chest this 
picture of the Vir Somehow 
the frame and the glass melted 
away, the paper of the e 
once again 


Juan Diego; the church had be- 
come the e of the Archbish- 
op of Mexico City; and Our Lady 
had come once again to bless us 
with her love and protection. 
We blessed the picture. Tommy, 
assisted by the other men, climb- 








ed the ladder and hung the pic- 


ture on the wall. Now Our Lady 
was in Her place and we could 
go on. 

Children’s Voices 

The children in Saragosa have 
not as yet started their catechism 
classes. These had to wait until 
we could get the new church, so 
we could turn the old small 
chapel into a Catechetical center. 
Nevertheless Ann Altermat had 
been working with the children 
before the Masses on Monday, 
Wednesday, and Friday, teach- 
ing them their prayers and some 
hymns to sing. At Communion 
time they sang a hymn of praise 
to God.” Each time the children 
sang this chorus they did so with 
more feeling, and volume, until 
finally the entire congregation 
had joined in and the church 
rang with the “thunderous 
sound” of peoples’ voices prais- 
ing God. The angels in Heaven 
all joined in, I am sure. I wonder 
what the liturgy books say about 
distractions at times like these. 

As if this were not enough, Our 
Lady blessed us with one more 
joy. After Mass we were to have 
Benediction with the Most Bless- 
ed Sacrament. We didn’t have 
candelabra for the altar so we 
called up eight little third grade 
boys to kneel at the sides of the 
sanctuary holding lighted 
candles. At the end these eight 
little boys were to move under- 
neath the Virgin’s picture and 
stand there with their lighted 
candles while we sang “Adios, O 
Virgin of Guadalupe”. 

This was the plan. What I 
hadn’t counted on was someone’s 
turning out the lights. All of a 
sudden there she was in soft 
candle light. The people began 
to sing. And then these little 
boys without instructions from 
anyone, like military officers with 
sabres, raised thier candles in 
salute. 

One of these little boys the 
next day writing an essay for 
his teacher said that his mother 
thought this so beautiful that 
she cried, for joy. I know of at 
least one other who did the same. 

La Morenita 

And was She pleased? Since 
then this little boy’s grandfather 
has died. Years ago he left this 
little town for the bright lights 
of California and came home a 


Yivictim of the Jehovah Witnesses. 


Having resisted the arguments 
and persuasions of the priests, he 
even refused the priest in the 
hospital. Having en released 
from the hospital he came home 
to die, home being right next 
door to the church. On New 
Year’s Eve he called for the 
priest. On New Year’s Day he 
woke out of his stupor, looked at 
the picture of the Virgin at the 
foot of his bed, smiled at Her, told 
his sons that She had been good 
to him, lay back on his pillow and 
went home to Her. 

“My Son, know that I am the 
Virgin Mary, Mother of the true 
God; I desire a house to be built 
here for me, a temple, in which 
I may make it plain that Iam a 
merciful mother to you and to all 
your people, to those who are de- 
voted to me, and who seek me 
out in their necessities.” These 
were the original words of the 
original message from our Lady 
to Juan. 


_ Mission Apostolate 


es, chains, and any re- 
ligious articles; Clothing, greet- 
ing cards, magazines, are re- 
Paired as a year around hobby 
for eighteen Mission Orders by 


Mr. Francis Winkel 
67829 Main St. 


Richmond, Michigan. 


He also states that he does 
sculptor, wood and paint work 
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or what have you. 


ing from reality. 


learning about. 


tian lives .. 


iT. 


parents really are. 


theological verity. 


reality that is real. . 


WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


All around about these days we are surrounded 
with conversations, articles in scientific magazines, 
and popular ones, slick and unslick, dealing with 
the neuroses of this present generation. 


Doctors, psychiatrists, analyists, sociologists and 
other learned men and women tell us over TV and 
Radio about our inability to face the realities of life. 


Because of this inability they tell us, our increas- 
ing leisure is a burden to us. Because of it our working 
hours are difficult to us. Because of it our marriages, 
three to five, end in divorce. Because of it children are 
growing up without parents who do not want to face 
the responsibilities of parenthood and run into work 


From all sides we are told we are a generation 
of escapists. Bent on escaping from responsibilities. . 
all responsibilities of life... Bent in a word on escap- 


This may as well be so. Perhaps because we have 
never met REALITY face to face. For THERE IS 
ONLY ONE REALITY AND THAT IS GOD — IN 
WHOM ALL LIFE AND LIVING IS CONTAINED. 


Not the distant God of a Catechism, learned by 
rote, without much understanding of whom one is 


Not the frightening God who punishes, and whose 
chief attribute seems to be a cold and fearsome jus- 
tice. The God of the Jansenistic heresy, that has 
made such deep inroads into even our modern Chris- 


No. God the tremendous warm REALITY. A per- 
son. God who is Love. Our generation knows little of 
this personal encounter with God. This meeting face 
to face with the one and only REALITY from which 
there is no escape because none is possible or desirable. 
For isn’t God th. ultimate security, happiness, 
goal we so desperately try to find where it is not 


But how are we to meet THIS PERSONAL GOD. 
THIS TREMENDOUS LOVER WHO SO PASSION- 
ATELY DESIRES THIS MEETING. AND WHOSE 
GRACE FOLLOWS US ACROSS THE YEARS LIKE 
HOUNDS OF HEAVEN. .. CALLING US TO ACHIEVE 


The answer is simple. All we have to do is to con- 
nect our academic abstract knowledge of God and 
the verities of our faith . . with OUR DAILY LIFE. 


This connection must begin with birth . 
tinue in the tremendous school that the home and 
} . or should be! Be enlarged and 
filled through grade school and high school, and 
come-to its apex in our colleges. 


What is the use of writing a brilliant essay, term 
paper, or thesis on the Love of Neighbor and God. . 
on the luminous words of Christ .. ” 


“Whatsoever you do to the least of my brethren 
you do to Me”. When, in our daily lives we do not see 
Christ in our neighbor. When in our daily lives the 
love of that neighbor is not a pulsating reality, but 
an abstract and cold intellectual apprehension of a 


The divorce between life . . daily lives of Christians 
and the teaching of Christ has reached such propor- 
tions that our generation is sick in mind and soul. It 
has reached such proportions that millions of men 
have ceased to even see the face of God, for Christian 
hearts have ceased to reflect. 


Is it a wonder that we are told that we are a 
generation that seeks to escape from our inner self. . 
from life .. . from reality? What else could we do. . 
or be . . if we have sy F juss face to face, 


Let us all journey to Nazareth, and share the 
hidden life of Christ there. Then, we shall know Him. 


joy, 
! 


. con- 


the only 











EASTER 
GREETING CARDS 


Box A: 25 for $2.00 
Box B: 10 for $1.00 


Mass Intention Cards 
for the Living and for the Dead 


Greeting cards for all occasions 


Write for free bulletin 
St. LEO SHOP Inc. 


Newport, R.I. 


- @ non-profit corp. for the 
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Dressed like Navajos, Taos Lagunas, 
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MARIAN CENTRE 
GETS “ORGAN-IZED" 


By Sally Murphy 











Marian Centre, 10528 98 St., 
Edmonton, Alberta—Father sat 
in a pool of light which glowed 
around the organ in the gloom of 
the choir loft in our 
church. The four of us sat off 
in one corner — Dick Ranahan 
sitting hindu style on the floor, 
Mitch (our nickname for Mary 
Mtchell) propped against a pil- 
lar, Jan and myself with heads 
supported by our hands gazing 
at the organ. Jan Se up 
at the pi agains e wall as 
if she abald 06 the notes pouring 
out of them. It was New Year’s 
Day and Father Lassenga, our 
German Pallotine priest friend, 
was giving himself a respite from 
his duties at the Immigration of- 
fice to spend an evening playing 
the organ. 

Maybe Beethoven? 

He flipped through the pages 
of a big music book with “J. S. 
Bach” printed on the cover and 
his hands and feet flew over the 
keys and pedals of the organ, 
filling the empty church with 
sounds which surrounded us, 
wrapped us up and washed away 
all thoughts of everything else. 
Father finished, turned around 
on the bench and made a face 
like he had just swallowed a sour 
persimmon. “Nothing there . .” 
he grunted to nobody in particu- 
lar. “This stuff is too difficult.” 
He sat gazing at the book in the 
dim light for a few moments be- 
fore beginning to play again. 

Mitch poked me and w. red 

No g 


hoarsely: “Get that. 
there. Is he kidding?” 

“Maybe he hears things we 
don’t hear” I answered. “After 
all, he’s probably out of prac- 
tice. He hasn’t been around an 
organ for a couple of years.” 
Mitch wasn’t listening. Not to me 
anyway. Father had started to 
play again and a look came over 
her face which signified that she 
was off this planet completely . . 
far from her stew pots and root 
cellar. 

An hour and then another 


hour passed before it occurred to} 4 


me to ask Dick what time it was. 
He squinted at his watch in the 
dim light and said it was half 
ast ten. We told Father we had 
o go home, he nodded and kept 
on playing as we filed down the 
squeaky steps and out of the 
church. Once outside in the cold 
night the four of us stood in the 
snow-covered street looking up 
at the statue of the Sacred Heart 
over the door and listening to 
the music billowing out of the 
church tower. “Nothing there.” I 
said to Mitch. “Absolutely noth- 
ing” she answered. 
Full Stop 

Shortly after he came here in 
the Fall he was telling us one 
night of his experiences playing 
the organ in different places. 
“Some of our Fathers took me 
with them on a pilgrimage to 
Lourdes one time,” he told us. 
“Before I left they warned me to 
watch out for those French or- 
gans. ‘Why?’ I asked them. ‘Just 
be careful—they’re tricky.’ Well, 
I found out what they were talk- 
ing about. I started to fiddle 
around with an organ in a little 
French church one day, and pul- 
led out a stop marked “Thunder’.” 
Father leaned back in his chair, 
expelled a big breath and gazed 
at the floor. 

“What happened?” we quizzed. 
“Did the roof cave in?” 

“Practically”, he answered. “A 
sound came roaring out of those 
16 foot pipes that nearly knock- 
ed me off the bench. When I left 
that church I was shaking.” 

Heads Up! 

“Another time I was playing 
an organ in a French church and 
I pulled out a stop. To my amaze- 
ment a group of little carved 
heads on top of the organ started 
turning and opening and clos- 
ing their mouths. I mentioned my 
pag foc to the Pastor later and 
he told me that the people of the 
parish were quite used to seeing 
these heads moving around. It 
was to encourage them to sing 
louder.” ; 

“Guess those organs must be 
pretty old and worn out by now,” 
I innocently remarked. 

“Give me one of those two 
hundred year old organs! Give me 
one!” Father extended his hand 
as if he expected me to drop one 
into his palm. “And keep your 
nice, shiny electric or with 
their sweet little tremolos.” He 
sang a little piece as if he were a 
shiny electric organ, complete 
with tremolo, and fluttered his 
fingers over his heart as he hum- 
med. “Two hundred years ago 
they really made organs. Now it’s 
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hard to find a good one any- 
lace.” 


place. 
“But they’re so darned - 
sive, Father. It’s hard enough to 


get a church paid for without 
asking the parishioners to fork 
over nearly twenty thousand 
bucks for a good pipe organ.” 
This argument did not cut any 
ice with Father. “After the war 
in Europe there were no church- 
es, and no money. Now there are 
churches, and in every lttle par- 


ish church is a big organ. If|God 


people love music they won't 
mind paying for a beautiful or- 
an for their church. They won’t 

satisfied with anything else.” 
“You know, organs are not a 
new invention,” Father told us. 

“They had them back in Egyp- 
tian imes. ‘Water organs’ they 
called them. There were little 
containers with water at differ- 
erent levels and a mechanism to 
strike the containers, producing 
different tones.” 

“I even heard of a fellow in a 
prison camp during the war who 
made an organ out of old tin 
cans. This organ is now in a 
church somewhere and it still 
works.” 

And Our Organ... 

We have a little harmonium in 
our common room which peri- 
Odically gives up the ghost and 
emits othing but asthmatic 
wheezes. Dot mentioned this con- 
dition to Father one evening and 
asked him if he would take a look 
at it. The next morning he ar- 
rived with a box of tools and 
gave our ailing instrument a 
thorough examination. Diagnosis 
completed, he remedied the situ- 
ation temporarily with some plas- 
tic wood. 

“Won’t last long’”’ he remarked 
from behind the organ. “What it 
really needs is a complete over- 
hauling. Maybe ih the spring.” 

Mitch was passing the door of 
the common room, and upon ob- 
serving the organ pushed away 
from the wall and tools scattered 
around, she uttered her custom- 
ary exclamation oof _ surprise, 
“Holy Man!” she said, sticking 
her head in the door and peering 
at the litter. “No”, said Father, 
hauling himself out from behind 
the organ and brushing himself 
off, “it’s me.” 

We think Mitch was right the 
first time. 


ON GROWING YOUNG 


By Jose De Vinck 








Perhaps we reach our ripest old 
age somewhere about twenty, 
when the whole world weighs on 
our shoulders and we don’t quite 
know what to do about it; when 
our thought awakens to the bur- 
den of Truth to be made known, 
and our heart to that of Love so 
little loved. 

Many of the more thoughtful 
among us have suffered from a 
crisis of the “world-melancholy” 
dear to the German Romantic 
philosophers, and expressed by a 
word so germanic I do not have 
the heart to use it here! When 
suffered in the sense of longing 
for the Kingdom of God, and of 
the realization that it is so far 
off, this melancholy, while bur- 
dening us with the responsibility 
of mature age, contains within 
itself the seed of its healing, of 
the restoration of the world. 

At the ripe old age of twenty, 
there is always, in the heart of 
the eager and the pure, a great 
desire to change everything for 
the better, to convert the world 
in a day, to replace the decaying 
order with something new and 
fresh and lively. But soon we 
realize it cannot be done, and 
sometimes we give up the 
struggle that seems to be with- 
out an issue: we grow old, and 
accept the ways of the world. 
There is a hardening of our spir- 
itual arteries, and we give up, 
which is precisely the prelude 
death. 

Let us, instead, grow younger 
every day! Starting from the ma- 
ture realization of the immensity 
of the task, let us see that it is 
not ours alone; that a mighty 
army of men and women of good 
will, united in the communion of 
saints, is working with us; that 
God has time, although no time 
is to be lost; that our action can 
bear fruit but on the particular 
present and 
which is our duty of the time. 

Let us concentrate on this 
task with as much childlike un- 
concern for other things as a 
child who plays with pebbles on 
the beach is unconcerned with 
the vastness of the sea. 


OUT OF THE MAIL 


“A lot of youngsters who grow 
up watching TV will never know 
the Civil War is over”—a readér 
of Restoration. 

“When a man walks up a steep 
hill he can look at the mud on 
his feet and feel the weight of the 
climb—or he can see a glimpse of 

















heaven,.”—Joe Hogan. 


individual _task) 


FAITH... 
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It is truly said that the alpha- 
bet in God’s school is wiser than 
all the books men write about 


In His alphabet, each letter is 
a path to walk; its shape, its 
width and height are learned in 
the walking. 

Take the word FAITH. 





The first letter is shaped like a 
gallows; and made to hang all 
things that are not His; and to 
prepare to enter the second let- 
ter of this hallowed word. 

Behold the second letter: it 
makes a tent for everyone to rest 
in and marvel at the goodness of 
Almighty God. 


And then look at the third and 
simple letter that stands 
straight and tall; that one is 


made to teach that faith has sum- 
mits that must be climbed; but 
when they are reached the whole 
world vanishes, and another will 
take its place. 

Keep on, and now you are ap- 
proaching the letter that holds 
a secret deep: it is the one before 
the last and speaks of cross and 
tomb and death; for it is sha) 
cruciform; there within its 
depths one may remain for years. 
It is not easy to learn to trace it 
on the parchment of one’s life, 
but when it is done, one will 
come to the last letter. 

The last letter shows how 
bridges are made between two 
heights. It will take courage to 
cross from one to another; 
but if one does, then he will be 
full of faith, and suddenly un- 
derstand that all the letters to- 
gether spell ladder, or stairway to 
Love. Then he can rest upon the 
summit of the whole word, and 
strangely find himself resting in 
the very heart of. God. 


FIELD NOTES 


Marian Centre, Edmonton, Al- 
berta. 

Reporting on the Christmas 
meal served the Brothers Christo- 
pher, Thurston Smith writes, 

“, .. Had a two hour stint on 
pouring gravy for the men on 
Christmas day. I enjoyed it, for I 
was the one who handed them 
their plates, and so many of them 
looked you square in the eye to 
wish you Merry Christmas, or 
say Thank You, or just to say 
nothing—their eyes said every- 
thing.” ; 

And Sally Murphy writes. 

“Our Christmas here was very 
wonderful as usual. A lot of work 
and a lot of love go into that one 
meal on Christmas day, but it is 
so very worthwhile, All the men, 
without exception respond in a 
most wonderful way to the love 
and happiness in the house that 
day. I had the best job of all, I 
think. Dorothy Phillips appoint- 
ed me to distribute the little bags 
of candy, fruit, and smokes to 
the men ‘on their way out. I was 
a little surprised myself to real- 
ize how un-selfconscious I was 
with all of them. Father Lasenga 
left part of his St. Nicholas cos- 














white beard and moustache for a 





out of that.” 


Samphire, Herb of St. Peter 
Poems by Sarah Wingate Taylor 
Pathway 1959 — 64 pages—$2.00 
Reviewed by: 

Catherine de Hueck Doherty 
The snow lay deep upon the 
countryside that could be seen 
from my window. Alone, that 
part of the Madawaska river that 
held hidden within itself deep 
currents, was unfrozen. Her usu- 
ally blue waters, were black 
against the whiteness of the ice 
and snow that surrounded it. The 
only touch of color amongst this 
two-tone symphony was_ the 
green of the austere pine trees. 

The Christmas mail brought 
amongst its many joyous mes- 
sages and gay packages, to my 
desk . . . a slendor little volume 
of poems . . beautifully bound, 
printed with love and care, and 
under the mysterious and allur- 
ing title of SAMPHIRE, THE 
HERB OF ST. PETER”. It lay 
on my desk beckoning me to open 
it and read. 

But I wanted to savour the 
beauty that I expected to be hid- 
den between the covers slowly. So, 
on Christmas Day, in the peace of 
my log cabin, on a little island 
facing the black of the river and 
the white of the snow... I 
read ... slowly, quietly, The 
words that Sarah Wingate Tay- 
lor had written ... far away, in 
the warmth of a California sun, 
in a Dominican Monastery where 
she was teaching, that overlook- 
ed the gay city of San Francisco. 

As I read . . the music of her 
poems took hold of me. It seem- 
ed to me that like the Pied Piper 
she led me across the world—to 
the Arctic, and its deep snows. 
Lyric in silver 
and ebony black, 
weird wild wonder 
of the far north track, 
dog in the moonlight 
on arctic snow... 

And before I finished my med- 
itation on “Missioner Male Mute” 
we were already in Poland, see- 
ing “Light Over Warsaw” . . only 
to be back somewhere in Amer- 
ica, carolling with .. “Carollers 
With Candles”. 

Not content to lure me with 
the beauty of her words and the 
music of them, into the land of 
men and nature, she slowly led 
me to those uncharted lands 
where saints lived. We talked to 
St. Dominic, and we sang on 
Good Friday . . and found out all 
about Alexander VI... and 
hymned St. Raphael. 

Light is her touch . . deep are 
her thoughts . . beautiful are the 
words and music of her ms. 
But more beautiful than these, 
is the reflection of God in the 
soul of Miss Sarah Wingate Tay- 
lor. We all can be warmed at it 
. . and all can journey with her 
in the beauty and the peace of 
cma Strange lands she knows so 
well. . 

Yes, it is good poetry .. . and 
good spiritual reading 9 6 as 
is contained between the lovely 
covers of that slender book. 


FROM GOD, WITH LOVE 


By Carol Wilson 











* hag of doubt, in sadness, and 
When hearts are sore, an 
ai not clear— +e ee 
en nothing makes much 
Sense, when you curse time, 
When every error seems a 


yirime— major 
en Love is gone and 
losing hope 4 you are 


The thing to do i : 
mope. 4 is not to sit and 


Remember, child, that nothing 
here will last. 
Both good and bad come swiftly 
Bs as fast. 
at happens to you, ha 
by His will Pn nee 
Who loves you with a love hell 
cannot kill. 


Why He selects His gif 
de Page gifts we can- 


His gifts of summer 

de. sun or winter 
We do know this, that God 

F ather, shares Ector’ 


All hurts, all joys, all sorr 
‘eae ows, and 


If you had been alone 
upon the 

Christ would have died to 
your soul rebirth, °  &¥° 

When anguish flogs you with its 

cruel rod, 

Lft up your hearts and say, “This 

comes from God!” 


tume upstairs, and I put on the|When joy sings in your breast, 


you know this too 





while and they got quite a kick/Is sent from God, direct, with 


Love, to You! 
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Training 
Lay Apostles 


As I said in my last article, 
there is much to consider when 
discussing the training of a Lay 
Apostle in a totally dedicated 
apostolate—to which youth gives 
its life under the counsels of per- 
fection. 

We discussed the need for spir- 
itual formation, for emotional 
health, for academic training and 
practical training. But training 
never finishes with a school room, 
and the greatest University still 
remains life... life and the 
Church, Mother of all Men... 
from whose school of Love one 
Poa only into the Arms of 

ve. 











Love’s Language 

But in order to take full ad- 
vantage of that immense School 
of Love, which is the Church, 
youth must be prepared to un- 
derstand her language—and per- 
haps that is the hardest task of 
all. It is a difficult language to 
teach—for those who prepare 
young minds, hearts, and souls, 
MUST THEMSELVES KNOW, 
and understand this language of 
the Bride of Christ. 

I speak of contemplation. This 


word is little used in our modern|,.. 


time, and doesn’t figure too hea- 
vily, except in the vocabulary of 
contemplative orders, yet it is a 
word that should be part and 
parcel of the heritage of every 
Catholic soul! 

Contemplation is truly open to 
every Catholic, regardless of ed- 
ucational or social background. 
Learned books have been written 
about it. Many schools of con- 
templatives have developed in the 
bosom of the Church. But when 
all is said and done, contempla- 
tion should come naturally to a 
person belonging to a Faith based 
exclusively on love. 

Bend? Maybe Break? No! 

The Church gives us two teach- 
ers to lead us towards contempla- 
tion. The Liturgy. And the prac- 
tice of meditation. I’ve written 
much about the Liturgy. 

Let us now regard the Church 
as a teacher of Lay Apostles work- 
ing in the heat of the day in the 
Market Place. 

I have said that those to whom 
the Lord has given this glorious 
vocation must be well-formed to 
meet its formidable demands, for 
they will be scattered on the face 
of the earth, either in small teams 
or by themselves alone. 

God’s tiniest little flock! God’s 
tiny pinch of leaven in the cold 
and heavy dough of our modern 
society! 

The work will exact -of them, 
well trained as they may be, and 
well integrated as they can be 
made; a tremendous stability, 
and an ability to take heavy re- 
sponsibilities. They may nd 
under this load, but must never 
break. 

The life will make terrific and 
unceasing demands on their 
physical stamina ...on_ their 
strength of soul . . and all their 
talents. Physically their days will 
be very long; their privacy “nil” 
—or almost so. Constantly “new 
angles” will arise in their daily 
lives, that have to be either solv- 
ed, adapted, or endured. 

Their work .. . their ministry 
. . . will be among people who do 
not know God. They will deal 
with sin—most of the hours of 
their day. 

An Hour or Two 

I remember once, long ago and 
far away, in the early days of 
Friendship House’s foundation in 
Harlem, g a night off. It 
was after eight months of re- 
lentless and constant work in the 
apostolate. I went to a movie. 

I didn’t care much where I 
went ... just so I got away for 
an hour or two. But I remember 
well—the story I saw on the 
screen. 

It was a vor gph ge ® ge 
story. Boy mee . Boy loses 
irl: Hoy finds girl. All is well. I 
had seen this story lived, not only 
in Harlem, but in other cities 
where Friendship House has 
made its stay — where boys and 
girls found and lost each other, 
but not in oh & bia gins wl ber 
ha way as the po: . 
Porectnewe always’ lived in the 
midst of poverty—bred sin and 
waged Happy people did not 
come Friendship House. Nei- 
ther did the well-adjusted ones, 
Those who did come might be la- 
belled “problem cases” in the vo- 
cabulary of social workers. 

And they came _ these prob- 
lem boys and girls, like heavy 
swollen rivers, spilling over their 
banks in angry floods. 

I could not believe, sitting in 
that dark moving picture theatre, 
that there were such simple and 
uncomplicated lives, such sweet 
and wholesome love affairs as the 
screen provided for my entertain- 
ment. 

Between Two Masses 


Indeed the life of the lay 


about him will be grim, and even 
sordid. But God will give him 
strength. Everything can be 
borne between two Masses. Every 
morning he will eat the Bread of 
the saints, and he will be able to 
face any kind of day. His mind 
and heart will be nourished by 
the Word of God. The voice of 
the psalmist and,the warm tones 
of the voice of Christ will give 
him courage and new hope. His 
faith will be renewed. 

One plunges into the seaof fire 
that is the Mass and comes out 
burning, ready to go forth and 
light fires of love even in the most 
wretched slums of the city. 

Our Faith, centers around the 
Mass—and the immense and in- 
finite thought I’m never weary of 
repeating—THAT GOD LOVED 
US FIRST .. . and that all we 
have to do, to be fiery apostolic 
Catholics ... is TO LOVE HIM 
BACK. 

Mass, above all, is the school 


of love... of God for man, and 
of man for God. 
Slowly, imperceptibly, daily 


Mass will bring us closer and 
closer to God... . God the Father 
. .. God the Son . . God the Holy 
Ghost ... and to Our Lady of the 
Trinity. Slowly too, it will teach 
us silence, so that through the 
day, as time goes by, we will re- 
alize that there is within us a 
garden enclosed, and that we 
have the key to its hidden gate 
. and we can go into it... 
and there meet our Tremendous 
Lover, and like Mary Magdalen 
in Bethany, sit at His feet in the 
silence of love, while Martha, the 
Martha in us, goes about her 
manifold duties. 





Beware “Actionitis” 
One must be a contemplative 
if one is a Lay Apostle of the 


Market Place. Otherwise the 
fruits of the apostolate will be 
non-existent—and the soul of 
each apostle will be in grave 
danger of “actionitis” .. . Then 
the prayers of the apostle may be 
only a form—a habit—and not 
those of a life lived to the depths 
of love. 

Silence is the language of love. 
Young lovers know it well. Hav- 
ing exhausted human vocabula- 
ries in trying to express their love 
for one another, they often lapse 
into utter silence, and talks its 
infinite language—even in pub- 
lic places, such as parks and 
busy streets of a busy town. So 
well can they speak thus, that 
they are oblivious to the crowds 
that ebb and flow around them. 
They are lost in the beauty of this 
silence, which expresses their 
love better than any words. 

Love tends to union. All love 
does, but especially the love of 
God for the soul of man... . and 
the love of the soul of man for its 
God. On this earth, contempla- 
tion is the short-cut to that 
union. 

Meditation clearly marks the 
mak err of that road that con- 
par eg me really is. Lovers, no 
matter how busy they may be, 
will think of one another; and 
through their working day and 
lonely nights apart, will remem- 
ber flee expressions of each 
other’s face, the sound of laugh- 
ter, the little — they made; 
the little intimate words or 
phrases they had coined for 
each other; the conversations 
they had together. 

Only One Road 

All this will make them know 
each other better, love each other 
more. The same stands with God. 
For always God is simple... and 
uses the means that men under- 
stand and know and are famil- 
iar with, to draw souls to Him- 
self. And meditation is one of 
them. A soul trained in this 
A.B.C. of the ways of love, will 
easily, normally, fall into that 
t of contemplation. 

uns and priests, as well as 
the humblest of lay people, all 
travel the same road to God 
the road of constantly growing in 
knowledge and in love. The map 
is always the same. For there is 
only one road to God, and it is 
narrow and steep. And ali men 
must walk it if they want to find 


Him. 





apostle will be hard; and the life 








YUKON CASUIST 


By Paul Holland 











Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yii., — 
On Feb. 5th I will have been at 
Maryhouse five months. I guess 
it will be sort of an anniversary. 
A good time to take stock, to in- 
ventory my impressions and 
check my perspective. Many of 
my impressions are of the In- 
dian boys, students who live at 
Maryhouse during the school 
year and attend grades nine to 
twelve. In the time that I have 
been here, they have changed 


considerably. From a_ strange 
group of alien teen-agers, unpre- 


dictable and a little frightening, 
they have undergone a complete 
transformation and emerged as 
thirteen individuals; each of 
whom has assumed a personality, 
an identity which I comprehend 
and enjoy; each of whom is my 
friend. 
Now There Is “ADAM” 

One afternoon last week, I was 
transferring some things from 
St. Joe’s to Maryhouse basement. 
I had parked the truck at the 
basement entrance and was at 
the rear of the truck getting an 
armload when in the darkness 
a figure materialized at my side. 
I was quite unprepared and my 
heart went plop. 

The figure spoke. 

“Whatcha doin?” 

It was one of my charges, a 
small thin-faced boy about six- 
teen. I shall call him Adam be- 
cause that isn’t his name and be- 
cause it fits. Quiet, somewhat 
diffidcnt, but with more than a 
touch of impishness, he has, and 
I’ve begun to understand that 
this is standard equipment with 
these boys, a hunger for accep- 
tance—a deep need to latch on 
to someone. 

“T’m putting this stuff down- 
stairs.” 

“Can I help?” 

He did, and then as I headed 
for the cab of the truck he ran 
around and jumped in ahead of 
me. ; 
“Are you going for a_ drive? 
Can I come, eh?” 
I grunted assent, got in and 
drove around to the other side of 
Maryhouse where I parked by the 
front door. 
“Aw, gee, you don’t call that a 
drive, do you? I thought you were 
going somewhere”, he grumbled 
as he followed me into the house 
and down to the basement where 
I began to sort and arrange the 
pile I had just left there . 
Problem—Apples! 

He seated himself on a box of 
apples, leaned back against the 
wall, looked at the ceiling and 
said to no one in particular, “I 
wonder what I should do?” I 
caught a glimpse of the apples 
disappearing into his _ pocket. 
“You can start by putting that 
back.” 

“Aw, can’t I have one. There’s 
lots here. One little apple won’t 
hurt anyone. Can I have one, 
eh?” 

“Sure,” I said, “you can have 
one; just go and ask Mamie and 
if she says yes, you can have 
one.” 

“Aw, heck, one little apple”; he 
grumbled for a minute. Then, 
“Suppose I was Jesus and I came 
and said to you, can I have an 
apple. What would you say?” 

“I'd say sure; as soon as you 
get Mamie’s permission.” 

“I know. I’ll ask Doreen”. He 
Scampered up the stairs and came 
back a minute later munching on 
the apple. He settled on the. box 
again and returned to the attack. 

“Why wouldn’t you say yes? 
Couldn’t you let me have it?” 

“Well, things like that, like 
food, are more the girls’ business 
than mine.” 

“Well, that wouldn’t be wron 
anyway, if I took it and ate it.” 

“Yes, it would be a small sin. 

You would be taking somethin; 
that didn’t belong to you without 
permission.” 
“Oh no,” he said, “I know 
about that. It wouldn’t be a sin 
cause I wouldn’t think of it. I 
just wouldn’t think of it so it 
wouldn’t be a sin.” 

“Well,” I said, “that’s a new 
slant. I think I’ll think that 
over.” 

“That was a pretty small 
apple. I better have another one.” 

“No you won’t,” I roared, and 
he darted laughing out the door. 

Problem—Theology? 

The incident amused me and 
I related it at dinner. Mary Ruth 
said she thought she knew what 
he meant. “‘He’s learning in Cat- 
echism class, the essential parts 
of a sin, one of which is complete 
knowledge and awareness. That’s 
what he meant when he said it 
wouldn’t be a sin.” 

So, there you are. That’s one 
impression. A trivial thing, yes, 
but it contains some provocative 
ingredients—innocence, an apple, 





sin. My own personal allegory. 


ONE MAN'S SCRAP 
I$ ANOTHER MAN'S GOLD 


Thank you, dear friends, for 
all your marvelous gifts at Christ- 
mas that brought so much joy to 
so many, in our countryside. 
Snowbound, and beautiful, like 
a fairy-land, and yet cold... 
and a little forbidding. 

Thank you too for the many 
gifts that you sent to us, of Ma- 
donna House proper . . .they have 
enriched our lives by the warmth 
of your love and friendship. 

God bless you! ... We cer- 
tainly do! 

But even as I thank you, my 
voice of a beggar must continue. 
For the needs of the poor, and 
those who serve the poor, are 
constant—like the needs of man 
everywhere. And so, here is the 
list of things we need for the 
New Year of Our Lord, nineteen 
sixty: 

Perhaps, hidden in old barns. . 
‘and sheds ... and lean-tos . 
land maybe attics or cellars . . 
| folks have old lanterns. . . the 
‘kind that used to stand in front 
|Of all houses in the country or in 
ithe city . . . and were lit by ker- 
|osene or by a candle stuck in the 
midst of them . . barn lanterns of 
all kinds. We could use those, 
| gratefully. 

| Once again, I would like to ask 
jour readers if they have some- 
|where an old copy of my Biogra- 
| phy, TUMBLEWEED. . for it is 
‘out of print, and the copies in our 
Lending Library are practically 
torn to shreds ... and the books 
jare nearly unrepairable. May I 
beg you, that if you have a copy 
|of “Tumbleweed” on your shelves, 
\that you would give it to us. . 
(so that others could read this 
book .. . that seems to interest 
them so much . . even though it 
is nothing but my own biography. 
| Out of all the wonderful rem- 
jnants of notions that you have 
= us—needles, threads of all 
|colors and sizes . . . thimbles. . 
|scissors . . . buttons . . etc. etc. 
|we were able to fashion close to 
| two hundred sewing baskets . 














filled to the brim with all these 
|valuable helps to a house-wife. 

The baskets were lovely . . we 
renovated them. And made gay 
linings for them . . and big bows 
on top of them . . and they made 
lovely Christmas presents, that 
were most welcome by the women 
folk who received them. Basket 
and content . .your charity! 

But as a result, we must beg 
again for the same things for 
ourselves, and for others . . dur- 
ing the forthcoming year. And 
also for remnants of knitting 
wool—for we have given much 
away to mothers of prospective 
children whose nimble fingers 
will make afghans, and booties, 
etc. for the new arrivals. But we 
stand in need of more knitting 
wool remnants ...no matter 
how small the little ball, which is 
left over, we would welcome it! 

Do you have old skates? May- 
be that Junior left behind . . per- 
haps with boots attached. . per- 
haps without? We have a whole 
young population around about 
here that is just pining to get on 
the ice... but their parents don’t 
have money for skates. 

What about that hockey stick 
that Junior might have left be- 
hind .. and the puck? Both 
would be welcome. 

Any extra tooth-paste or tooth 
powder? We have given quite a 
bit away for Christmas and again 
the need for-same is before us. 
Sleighs and toboggans that are 
lying somewhere without being 
used? Madonna House Staff 


&| Workers and the small fry of the 


= 


.|making equipment . 


village would welcome them alike 
with glee. 

Those of you who have a De- 
votion to the Infant of Prague, 
who would like to help spread 
that Devotion . . don’t hesitate! 
We would welcome statues of 
Him, to give away. You remem- 
ber, of course, that He blesses 
those who help to propagate His 
Devotion. 

Has your blanket shrunk? Is 


-|your quilt a little frayed at the 


edges? We can use them . . for 


.|there are many poor people with- 


out warm bedding hereabouts. 

Artistic supplies . . water col- 
ors... oils . . brushes . . are 
most welcome for our Handi- 
craft work, perhaps—would like 
to send to us what is left of their 
efforts for the use of many. 

Is there anyone who has some- 
where leather craft tools? Many 
of our group are engaged in that 
work, and are hoping to teach 
others. 

And as_ usually, TYPEWRIT- 
ERS .. are being asked for by 
every department in the House. 

And again, as always . . we 
are looking for old-fashioned, 
primitive cheese forms . . butter 
. cauldrons 

. . and all the good old fashion- 
ed farm equipment of fifty years 
ago. 

Has any Canadian farmer, a 
horse sleigh . . that he wants to 
|dispose of? The kind that used 
|to take his family to church . . 
and the kind that used to carry 


grain to and fro... from the vil- 
lage to the farm. We could use 
those ... on ours. 


As I said before, thank you.. 
thank you. . thank you for what 
you have sent ... and thank you 
for what you are going to send 
in your infinite charity. 





We are Asking for Advice 











Strange as this may seem the 
wondrous charity of our bene- 
factors, friends and readers, has 
created certain problems for us 
for which we find no immediate 
solutions. 

Take WATCHES for instance. 
What could be a more needed 


,|thing than a watch? Rich and 


poor these days need watches. We 
receive many WATCHES in our 
donations. In fact we have a 
whole box of watches. Good 
watches. The only thing they 
need is some REPAIRS. 

If they were repaired we could 
give them away to people who 
often desperately need a watch, 
but REPAIRS COST MONEY 
AND WE HAVE NO MONEY. So 
we thought we would ask your 
advice. Maybe YOU KNOW OF 
SOMEONE WHO WOULD RE- 
PAIR OUR WATCHES FREE OF 
CHARGE FOR CHRIST’S SAKE. 
SO THAT CHRIST’S POOR 
|COULD BENEFIT by the gifts of 
/our benefactors. 
| WHAT A LOVELY APOSTOLATE 
|\A WATCHMAKER COULD UN- 








| DERTAKE. TO REPAIR WATCH- 
ES FOR THE POOR TOO! 

Maybe amongst you there are 
such watchmakers. . Maybe some- 
one does it for a hobby. Maybe 
someone used to do it for a liv- 


ing and now has retired and still 
would like to help others by his 
trade? 

Give us your advice in this 
matter? Help us to solve a prob- 
lem. 

TAKE GLASSES for instance. 
That is how we solved the prob- 
lem of glasses. We asked for ad- 
vice. . for help . . to solve the 
problem of what to do with sev- 
eral boxes of perfectly good glass- 
es and some one told us of the 
project of the Canadian Lions 
Club, a men’s service club. They 
are collecting a MILLION PAIRS 
OF GLASSES FOR INDIA. 








Through their members who are 
Optometrists they collect, sort 
and mail this much needed item 
to a place that can use them so 
urgently. Advice helped so much 
here. 

TAKE ANTIQUE BOOKS... 


RARE BOOKS OLD EDI- 
IONS ... These come to us in 
TIONS ... These come to us in 


have several hundreds. We even 
publish periodically a list of 
them in this paper, and sell 
some. We can use the money so 
well for the works of the APOS- 
TOLATE . . and WE NEED IT 
SO .. But again we also need 
your help and advice. Perhaps 
you know of people and book- 
stores interested in such books. . 
Do let us know of them. . and 
let them know of us. 

Or perhaps you could advise us 
. . . how to go about disposing 
of these valuable books. We know 
there is a demand and a market 
for them . . Help us with advice 
how to reach it, please. 

Sometimes two heads are bet- 
ter than one. . . and then again 
at other times MANY HEADS 
ARE BETTER THAN ONE. 








"TO VISIT THE SICK” 


Long ago . . and perhaps, not 
so long ago . . some fifteen years 
ago, a happy and gay, charming 
young woman was a staff worker 
in the old Friendship House, 
when I was still there. She was 
a beautiful Negro woman who 
brought joy to our hearts just by 
being there! 

God’s ways are not our ways. 
In her late twenties she was 
stricken with a very painful form 
of arthritis and was placed in 
Gold Water Hospital, where she 
has been ever since. Many of her 
old friends moved away, many of 
the old staff of Friendship House 
are not in New York anymore. 
And I, by God’s most Holy will, 
live in Canada at the head- 
quarters of our Madonna House 
Apostolate. 

I was wondering if perhaps I 
cannot reach old friends and old 
staff workers, and gather per- 
haps for Margaret Nicholson 
Ward A-11, GOLDWATER HOS- 
PITAL, WELFARE ISLAND 17, 
NEW YORK CITY U.S.A. 
some new friends. 

Perhaps the shut-ins that read 
this little notice might wish to 
correspond with her. Perhaps 
some good soul might wish to 
share their literature with her. 
Maybe some nuns will say some 
prayers for her .. in convents 
and monasteries and similar plac- 
es. Maybe some children will 
want to send some rosaries and 
other religious articles that she 
might share with other patients, 
It is lonely to be in a hospital for 
so long, and not to know, when 
one is coming out—if ever. 

And perhaps some of our good 
readers will say a little prayer 
for Margaret, who says so many 
prayers for our sick and tired 














world. Thank you... 














This is a linoleum block cut of Madonna House made by Staff 
Worker Ed Watson—as one of our handicraft projects. This winter 
many of the Staff have also been 
spinning wool, weaving, knitting, and differ 
and art work. 


doing leather work; wood working; 
ent kinds of painting, 
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Epiphany and Library 


By Catherine Doherty 














The deadline for Restoration 
articles is nek oe Bi ae 
month. All articles, m 
the hands of the Editor for the 
following month before—or on— 
that date. 

iphany was yesterday. To- 
int sit at my desk still filled 
with the glory and the light and 
the beauty of this Feast of God’s 
Manifestation to the Gentiles. : 
Thinking about Restoration’s 
deadline and wondering what I 
should write about. 

Suddenly, my eyes fall on rows 
and rows of shelves filled with 
books. Twenty thousand of them, 
that comprise Madonna ‘House 
Lending and Reference Library. 
Now I know what I am going to 
write about — Epiphany and Li- 

ary. ; 
or Wiat have books to do with 
Epiphany, you might ask? The 
answer is simple . . for Epiphany 
did not happen once, one thou- 
sand nine hundred and sixty years 
ago... it continues, and will 
continue until the end of time. 

For God, “Manifests” Himself 
to us constantly, without ceasing, 
in His Love, His grace, the sacra- 
ment of the daily moment of our 
lives . . for we exist in Him and 
have our life and being in Him. . 
unless through ignorance or sin 
we are cut off from Him. 

But one of the most powerful 
manifestations of God, the Word 
made Flesh, comes to us through 
the spoken or written word, that 
deals with Him and all that be- 
longs to Him. The spoken word is 
heard by us in sermons, in our 
schools and colleges from child- 
hood on, in lectures, and all the 
forms and ways that brings the 
speech of men appointed and 
schooled to teach us God’s veri- 
ties. 

But libraries . . . books . .. the 
written word, so plentiful in our 
modern times, for a constant 
stream of Catholic books—deal- 
ing with every phase of modern 
life from birth to death — with 
even our subconscious as well as 
our conscious . . . dealing like- 
wise with the men and women of 
God who went before us . . of 


travelling and pilgrimages, 
through ‘science and fun, and all 
in relation to God . . . are anoth- 


er powerful loving way by which 
the Lord manifests Himself con- 
tinually to Jews and Gentiles 
alike! 

Who of us does not need to go 
to Bethlehem with the Magi?.. 
Who of us does not need to bring 
gifts to the Child? . . . the gold 
of our big or small virtues, lov- 
ingly exercised for Him . . the 
frankincense of our «love, the 
myrrh of our suffering, pain and 
bewilderments, doubts and fears 
that walk with us in_ these 
strange days of ours? 

Our civilization needs to come 
back to books . . especially good 
books in general, and Catholic 
books in particular. For here, be- 
tween two hard covers (or maybe 
paper ones) can be found the 
answers to what we so desper- 
ately seek. Or, when we want to 
rest from the noise and clamor of 
our age, what could be better 
than a book—that will take us 
into the land of make believe... 
or into far away countries . . 
or make us walk with the Immor- 
tals, who wrote for all genera- 


tions .. . yes, it is time.we began 
reading again. 
Many of the old Liturgical 


customs that taught our ances- 
tors deep religious verities are 
being revived across the land. 
The Advent Wreath has become 
a familiar sign in Catholic homes 
during Advent . . . Christ is re- 
turning slowly to Christmas . 
The twelve days after Christmas 
are observed as they should be 
observed, again .. . and Epiphany 
is slowly taking its glorious place 
back, in the hearts of man... 
and with the Restoration of the 
Vigil of Easter, Catholics and 
other Christians across the world 
are beginning to understand the 
immensity of that glorious Feast, 
and its dogmatic and liturgical 
connotations . . . that penetrate 
so deeply, or should, into the life 
of every Christian. 

Mary is being unwrapped from 
the sentimental trappings of 
emotional piety and is beginning 
to shine, gloriously in the austere 
beautiful, light of dogma, proph- 
ecy, and history. The Bible is 
pang rong et A omprsl 1 ane 

eology ' stu - 
men. And the time is at naeee 
when with all these wondrous 
things coming to pass, the tired 
mind of men should — go to the 
world of books, and behold once 
more, the manifestation of God 
. . . the Word made Flesh... 
and all that belongs to Him... 
in books! , 

Because of these thoughts, our 
Apostolate, from its very found- 
ation on October 15, 1930—in 
Toronto, Canada — started its 
works in any given foundation . . 


with books. Remembering that 
not by bread alone does man live, 
and that the hunger of souls 
must be assuaged too! 

Always, whenever I started a 
Library in any one of our Found- 
ations, I was told that the work- 
ers, the poor, the Negro, the 
farmer, is not interested in books. 
And that this part of our Aposto- 


in| late will obviously be a failure. 


It never has been. Always we 
found plenty of readers, plenty 
of hungry hearts, minds, and 
souls . . seeking the Lord. Wish- 
ing to accompany the Magi on 
their pilgrimage to Jerusalem. 

But, I must acknowledge, that 


-|!more could avail themselves of 


this Library of ours, that has 
been so lovingly gathered togeth- 
er on our shelves . . and if I say 
so, in all humility, at a great 
sacrifice. For books nowadays, 
cost a lot of money. And each 
book has to be begged for. Either 
itself, or for the money to buy it. 

But what does it all mean in the 
long run? It is not hard to beg 
in order to bring men the word 
of God. And it is a privilege to 
do so. .. at least we always con- 
sider it to be one! 

February, is Catholic Press 
Month. The month of the written 
word. A great Apostolate — both 
clerical and ‘lay could embrace. 
Perhaps the Catholic newspapers 
and magazines of Canada would 
like to share in this Apostolate of 
ours. By simply printing a little 
notice on their papers about our 
Library. Stating that for two 
dollars a year, any Canadian liv- 
ing in the ten provinces of our 
fair land, may borrow from about 
15,000 books that comprise the 
general lending Library of Ma- 
donna House. 

That a simple little post-card, 
from anyone in Canada, wish- 
ing to have further information 
about our Library, will get an 
immediate and joyful answer. 

There are books amongst those 
fifteen thousand for every mem- 
ber of the family . . from kinder- 
garten age, to old age. Priests 
and nuns will find many of the 
latest books that they have been 
wanting to read, but couldn’t af- 
ford to buy, perhaps. 

Parents may wish to revive the 
old custom of family reading. . 
which would go a long way in 
bringing their children of al 
ages from the deadly comics, 
and at times the deadlier crime 
stories of TV and paperbacks. 

In a small village of Comber- 
mere, Ontario—which is the post- 
al address of Madonna House Li- 
brary—the word of God in print 
awaits its readers. I hope there 
will be many who will join the 
Magi in their pilgrimage to Beth- 
lehem. For books like the ones 
we have in our Library, will lead 
them to the Christ-Child. 


LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from Page 1) 


Some had bloodhounds. Boy 
Scouts were looking for her too. 
And airplanes, and a low-flying 
blimp. There was a two-way radio 
in the little car outside the shack, 
talking to the pilots, giving them 
po a listening to what they 
said. 

In the silence of the little room 
I heard a voice saying, “Dead or 
alive, she is in the hands of God.” 
I know not whether it was a 
man’s voice or a@ woman’s. It 
spoke aloud. It was distinct. It 
spoke to me. There was no one 








-ithere but me. Then I knew that 


Mildred was dead, and You were 
comforting me. And I had the 
grace to say “Thy holy will be 
done!” 

The memory of the funeral in 
1899 or 1900 came back to me 
only a few months ago. I think 
You sent it, to show me some- 
thing of Your love. You wanted 
me to know that, for twenty years 
and more, my soul was dead and 


-|on its way to hell. You were the 


little girl who ran behind the 
last carriage and screamed, 
“Come back; you are not dead; 
come back to Me; I love you.” 
Either You or Your mother Mary. 
Who else could love me so? 

I Did Not Answer 

I did not hear You always. I 
heard You only when I remem- 
bered the visit of the priest. I 
went my way unheeding. And I 
came back to You. only after I 
had buried Mildred. I have been 
twenty years and more in Your 
love and peace. and mercy, 
though I am still a heel and not 
to be depended on for half a sec- 
ond without Your grace to help 
me. I thank You for these years, 
Lord. But how can I thank You 
for the gift of Catherine? 

God, do you stand daily in our 
streets, watching the dead’ souls 
rushing away from You? And do 
You call to them to rise and re- 
turn to You? 

Do You visit the hospitals and 
the sick rooms everywhere, on 
the same divine errand—and how 
many Prodigal sons and daugh- 
ters wake up in their hearses to 





seek Your waiting arms? 


Is there no one beyond Your 
mercy Lord, no one Your love 
cannot reach, no one You do not 
wish to summon, no one You will 
not welcome even in the last split 
second of his body’s life? 

Are You always near, waiting 
to welcome and forgive a sinner, 
when Sister Bodily death, as St. 
Francis calls her, taps at the cas- 
ing of his soul? 

I was wondering about these 
things one day in the woods, just 
before the first snow fell and put 
a whited sepulchre around them. 
The tall bare trees looked so lone- 
some, thrust up against the 
sombre gray blue sky, and they 
were so still! The whole forest 
was hushed, save for the silly gay 
chatter of a brook. But the dead 
leaves made a tinkling sound as 
I walked through them and upon 
them—the green leaves, and the 
red and orange and salmon-pink 
and saffron-yellow and brown 
and black leaves, now all blurred 
into one pale lifeless hue, now 
completely integrated by their 
death. 

God Be My Valentine 

And the words of a verse came 
to me, for You, my God I write 
them here. We used to say in 
Hollywood, at almost every story 
conference: “Listen, I got an 
idea; I know it stinks; but 
listen!” Listen, Lord, I have no 
pride in this poor quatrain. I 
did not write it. Some unheard 
voice first sang the words to me. 
But I offer it humbly, as to a 
Poet who writes with sunrise and 
with stars and flowers and gal- 
axies of glorious spinning worlds. 
I know it stinks; but listen! 

“May there be no grief at my 

last leaf. 

There is joy below the sod, 

And my bones will rejoice with 

a glorious voice 

Beneath the feet of God.” 

I am an old tree, Lord, and I 
have shed most of my leaves. I 
may shed thousands more. (All 
that is up to You). One thing I 
ask. Let at least some of my 
leaves tinkle around Your feet as 
You walk above them. And do 
not despise their mimic music; 
for it is all that they can give. 

I love You, God, in my mor- 
onic feeble way. Am I too old to 
learn to love You as I should? 

Happy Valentine’s Day, God. 
Be my Valentine. Your Eddie. 


A UNIQUE VACATION 


By Don McMaster 














For the past. five years, our 
family has been trying to arrange 
a visit to a tiny village in On- 
tario’s Madawaska Valley 
twelve miles south of Barry’s Bay 
—called Combermere. Ontario 
road maps show Combermere in 
small print, and understandably 
so; but on the map of heaven the 
name stands out in bold letters. 

Last summer, by the Grace of 
God and a little old fashioned 
good luck, we were successful in 
our endeavor to visit Combermere 
—and as a result, we spent a 
week which was literally a “sneak 
preview” of heaven. 

And Now a Dream Week 

How, you may ask, is a happy 
week’s vacation unique—are not 
all vacations happy? Well, to give 
you some idea of it and the in- 
centive to keep on reading, just 
imagine a week’s stay for the en- 
tire family at a top tourist spot 
with no concern as to the cost, 
and free baby sitting service by 
dedicated adults. Now add to that 
picture, all the blessings of a 
closed retreat minus any of the 
somberness sometimes associated 
with retreats. Sounds good? This 
summer was one of the lucky 
ones. 

Now for the details—from the 
beginning. With the acknowl- 
edgement of our reservation, we 
received a simple sheet of instruc- 
tions and general information 
which said in short: bring only 
food and personal clothing—all 
else is supplied, even cribs and 
rubber sheets. We left home Sun- 
-~ morning, father, mother and 
children aged seven, five, three 
and two. 

After a pleasant five-hour 
drive, we found our destination, 
three miles from the village — 
over a road that could have been 
the Road to Damascus. We were 
more than a bit apprehensive 
about what — if anything good 
could be located at the end of 
such a torturous trail. What did 
we find? A small lake nestled be- 
tween rocky wooded hills, with 


six neat cottages neatly scattered 


‘about. A bit off to one side was a 


larger. building named St. Zita’s 
—which we found out later was 
a@ happy combination of cook- 
house, dining room and 
recreation centre. Set 
against the gentle rise of the 
land was another building, that 
resembled——in shape and ap- 
pearance—an upturned, deep- 
keeled boat; and situated in a 
white birch and poplar grove. 





This was “Our Lady of the Lake” 


Chapel. In all, this was the Cana 
Colony. 
Dialogue Mass 

During the week we had fun, 
and got closer to the Author of 
Fun—the Wine Maker of the 
original Cana. How? At 8.30 Mon- 
day morning we assembled in the 
Chapel to hear Mass. During that 
first Mass and the ones that fol- 
lowed, we got some idea of what 
our Lady meant when she said, 
“My soul doth magnify the Lord.” 
Our Chaplain, Father John Mc- 
Leod the pastor of West Bay, In- 
verness, N.S., filled the chapel 
with his fine inspiring Gaelic- 
tinged voice; and the voices of 
mothers and fathers and some 
twenty-five children, intoned the 
beautiful Latin responses. A di- 
alogue Mass! 

At the Offertory, each Com- 
municant placed his Host on the 
paten. (I had never before touch- 
ed a Host). In this rustic setting 
& handful of souls got closer to 
God than any mortal could ex- 
pect to get. 

Mass over, we all proceeded to 
St. Zita’s. Here each family has 
its own table, space for food and 
each an ice box. After breakfast, 
we all proceeded to have fun—for 
the tots this meant wading, or 
any number of games in the play 
area; and the rest of us went 
swimming, boating or fishing. 

In the afternoons we—the par- 
ents—had an informal lecture on 
Some phase of the theme “Res- 
toration of the Christian 
Family”. These talks were always 
topical and down to earth. 

Just about now you are asking 
yourself: what are the kids doing 
during this time. This will serve 
well as an introduction to our 
hosts at the Cana Colony. They 
are the members of the Madonna 
House Apostolate, a community 
of dedicated lay people bound b 
promises of poverty, chastity and 
Obedience. Otherwise they are 
just like you and me. Theirs is 
the apostolate of the market 
place. But that is another story 
which I am sure you will want 
to learn. These were our baby 
sitters! 

A GOOD TIME 

In the evenings we had a talk, 
usually followed by coffee and a 
“gab-fest” relating to the subject 
matter of the lectures. The child- 
ren usually had a camp fire and 
always a sing-song. On Monday 
night at 7.30 the children had a 
Square dance, and after they 
were bundled-off to bed, the par- 
ents took over and had a real 
good time. 

On Wednesday evening the talk 
was given by “the B”, short for 
the Baroness Catherine de Hueck 
Doherty, foundress of the Apos- 
tolate. She talked from 8.30 to 
almost 11.00 and without notes. 


Jean de Brebeuf—a tremendous 
person. 

Friday was the big day. We 
were treated to a tour of Madon- 
na House, where we learned 
among other things, that they 
distribute forty tons of clothin 
to the poor each year; that 
they have an ambulance on call 
24 hours a day and at no charge; 
five trained nurses and Mrs. Do- 
herty herself tend to the sick that 
come or ask for help; that cate- 
chism is taught to all who wish 
it; and that handicrafts and 
other skills are taught to all, re- 
gardless of creed or anything else. 
(Mrs. Doherty, in her time, has 
delivered forty-eight babies). The 
country around Combermere is 
sub-marginal farming country, 
therefore there are many who are 
poor; and there is no hospital in 
a radius of many miles. 

After our tour of Madonna 
House we were treated to a talk 
by one of Washington’s leading 
Psychiatrists who happened to 
be visiting Madonna House. After 
that, all families were dedicated 
to Our Lady. Then the mothers 
and fathers renewed their mar- 
riage vows in a candle-light cere- 
mony, which I am sure you will 
admit was a fitting climax to 
such a week. 


LITTLE THINGS 


I sing and sing 
Of little things— 


Little things done every day, 
Love will come and love will stay. 


Day is born, day is bright 
Sometimes day is like the night. 


Little things, done by one blind, 
Bear and yield a secret kind 


Little things, so tender, pray, 
Tell me, tell me what you have to 
say. 


“He hides in each of us a spell 
That only love can truly tell 














The present moment is a king 
Throw yourself on Him — and 





sing! 


Here was a.female version of/ 





A YEAR'S GROWTH 


By Thurston Smith 











Catholic Information Centre, 
Edmonton, Alta.—What of 1959 
and our store-front Information 
Centre in downtown Edmonton? 
There has been growth there 
as in other houses of the aposto- 
late. I would like to mention 
briefly three trends or accom- 
plishments or developments that 
stand out at this writing. They 
are first, the carrying through of 
full scale Inquiry classes; second, 
the incr awareness, (of our 
existence and in the use of our 
facilities) both among Catholics 
and non-Catholics; and third, the 
inauguration of a visiting lec- 
ture series. 

The spring Inquiry Class given 
by two priests brought twelve 
converts to the Church. The sec- 
ond class finished in December 
and was climaxed by our first 
group baptism ... nine adults 
received. One sper gave this 
last class in its entirety and is 
giving the one now in progress 
which will end by Easter. 

We are tremendously indebted 
to Father Butts for giving of his 
valuable time, and_ grateful to 
God for sending us a priest so 
perfectly suited to this work. 

The Legion of Mary is fast ap- 

roaching the stage when mem- 

rs will give co-instruction to 
catechumens ‘throughout the 
course. Like everything else in the 
apostolate, these things take 
time. There is also the price at- 
tached of death to self, that 
Christ might live and move in us. 

As we go along we add new 
techniques, methods, approach- 


Yjes. There is all the publicity be- 


fore the course. That means news 
articles and ads in the daily and 
diocesan press; radio plugs; post- 
ers; throwaways (we went all out 
on this for the present class). 
And there is the prayer cam- 


sion prayer cards printed up for 
distribution in the schools. A good 
stimulant to Legion members was 
the listening to tape recordings 
of the Conference on Convert 
Work held in Washington, D.C. a 
year ago. 
Last Year 

The year 1959 seemed somehow 
to be the year when we became 
known among our Catholic 
people. I gauge this from . . 
the number ot phone calls receiv- 
ed on all sorts of matters, rang- 
ing from direct questions on per- 
sonal problems (referred to the 
parish priest) to a simple inquiry 
for a phone number (lots of 
these) or the time of Mass. I can 
also gauge it from the number 
of persons who prefer to buy re- 
ligious articles at the Centre. 
They prefer it, not because we 
carry a large stock, but because 


8|the church supply stores, all 


three of them, are too far. away 
from the downtown area. Even 
here, if its a simple matter of 
selling a medal, we can witness 
to Christ. The buyer often consid- 
ers himself but a customer and 
the Centre as another store. We 
try to see him as another Christ, 
sent by Christ, and through us 
Our Lady trying to give Christ to 
his ready soul. There are times 
when. both us. poor blind humans 
fail, and Our Lady cannot give 
Christ. That is a real tragedy in 
a day at the Information Centre. 


paign. This time we had conver-|* 


Non-Catholics know us better 
too. They hear about the Inquiry 
Classes. They see the changing 
window displays. They witness 
the crowd attending Mass on 
Holy Days, and every week day 
throughout the year. Somehow 
they are impressed. We are the 
leaven; through us Christ will 


draw all men to Himself. We 
must have faith. 
New Program Successful 
Thirdly, we introduced a 


Christian Culture Series. On two 
successive Monday nights in Oc- 
tober Brother Bonaventure of the 
Christian Brothers who teaches 
history at the University gave two 
excellent lectures on the Ecumen- 
ical. Council. We charged admis- 
sion; we advertised in the secu- 
lar press. There was a good turn- 
out. Most important, he has been 
giving these talks elsewhere, and 
is looked on by now as something 
as an authority far and wide, in 
Edmonton and outside. This all 
comes under the title of good 
public relations. In 1960, it is 
hoped we will have other speakers 
on topics as interesting, to which 
Catholics and non-Catholics alike 
will come and listen and share in 
the discussion afterwards. You 
may say, in a sense, that it is 
directed at fostering an interest 
in intellectual matters, as well as 
promoting that spirit of unity 
which is so much in the air these 
days. 

Inquiry Classes, Greater Use 
of the Centre, Christian Culture 
Series: that seems to be 1959. 
Who knows what 1960 will bring? 
We hope an expansion in all 
three, particularly that more 
non-Catholics will be put in 
touch with us. We have a big job, 
we of the Catholic laity, to let 
them know this Information 
Centre is for them. Please pray 
that the lay apostolate will come 
of age in Edmonton. 


[A PRIESTS DREAM 











The American Medicai Associ- 
ation has received this letter 
from a priest on Paengnyong 
Island in the Yellow Sea—Father 
Ed Moffett MM. He gets his mail 
— if you care to write him — 
through SAF RADAR teams; 
APO 455, San’ Francisco, Cali- 
fornia. Fr. Moffett is the first 
American, the first foreigner, the 
first priest to visit the island and 


_|live with the natives. 


“There must be some formal 
way to present my appeal,” he 
wrote, “But I regret I do not 
know it. There are 12,900 people 
on my three islands. There’s ab- 
solutely no -medicai facility of 
any kind here. The only aspirins 
and bandaids are right here on 
the table where I’m scribbling 
this note to you. 

“T want to give these people a 
little hospital. I’ve turned to 
every side looking for help for 
my dream. Now I turn to the 
AMA. I figure that somehow you 
can help me. 

“Here’s what I need”. $1,200 
for a year’s salary, to have a doc- 
tor out here from the mainland; 
$350 for a hospital building; 
equipment for an operating room, 
aoe to stock the drug clos- 
et. . 

“The most prevalent disease 
here is TB. If we could lick TB 
we'd have the life expectancy 
raised from the present 35 or 40 
years to a normal (for Asia’s 
democratic countries) 58 or 60. 

“I don’t know how else to beg. 
This is cold and raw, but some- 
how I know you'll come up with 
something for us out here.” 
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